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from doing what you deem to be the best thing for
Olga and yourself. All I can say is, if ever you want to
come back, as long as I'm alive, there'll always be a
home for you and Olga, and a loving heart to welcome
you both."
Marie clasped Cynthia's hands gratefully. <c Dearest,
you're most generous, and though I wouldn't be human
not to be delighted about PetrofPs promise to hear Olga,
my heart cracks each time I remember that, if he reports
favourably, it means my separation from you and the
useful work I've been doing."
At the special request of the inmates of Cynthia's
home, Marie arranged to leave London on a Sunday
morning, so that the girls, free from their various
employments, might be at the station to see her off.
The men passengers cast interested glances at Marie,
although she was simply dressed, as she walked with her
superb gait down the platform. Beside her strutted
Olga, very proud of a black velvet pelisse and bonnet to
match, that enhanced the brilliant gold of her curls.
In appearance, Olga bore an uncanny resemblance to her
father. For this reason, Marie was glad to transplant
the child to a soil where there was no danger of Olga's
likeness to Longford betraying the secret of her relation-
ship to him.
Olga, a friendly little mortal, who had inherited much
of the personal charm of both father and mother, prattled
gaily to the passengers on board the Flushing-bound
"And where's your father, my dear?" asked a
middle-aged spinster, from amid a barricade of rugs and
travelling cushions that a jaded lady's maid was disposing
about her."
" I'm a widow, my husband died before my little girl
was born, and I never mention him to Olga. There'll
be plenty of time for her to learn the meaning of sorrow
when she's older," interposed Marie abruptly. She